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different colors 


by fairys 


Summary 


with garou in his life, metal bat learns that things often start out black and white- but they 
never stay that way. 


Notes 


first of all Oh My God i can't believe i finished this!!!! holy heck i kept getting really 
discouraged while writing because i thought it was crap but i somehow managed to push 
through,, 1 still can't really say if i'm satisfied with it? but phoenix (user determination on 
here you guys should check out their batarou fics too) has assured me that it's good so! i'm 
posting it! 

second of all i need to make mention here that some of the scenes in this were inspired 
from art i've seen on tumblr so if you read something in here that makes you think of some 
art (or your art??) then chances are it inspired me,, 1 would link to specifics but that would 
involve a lot of searching and i don't know if i have the energy for that so! 1 apologize 
anyway without further ado, please enjoy!!!! 


black and white: the hunter 


the fight doesn't last long. 
full on offense, a few dodges; just a couple minutes and it's over. 


metal bat had been called in to take out a monster that had appeared and was terrorizing a nearby 
area, and he had responded to the call almost immediately. it had taken ten minutes for him to 
arrive, and even less time for him to bring an end to the monster's rampage. 


really, he's on top of his game. each swing of his bat is delivered at a high velocity and each hit 
deals more damage than the last. it's an easy victory. all the extra training he had put in recently is 
paying off. and metal bat's not one to linger, or take longer than necessary on anything, so this is 
no different: he swiftly dispatches the monster and avoids injury, no problem. 


demon level threat, my ass, he thinks. s'‘more like child's play. 


it's usually like this. he has no trouble handling himself in a fight. even if he gets hurt, he just 
keeps on pushing, never backs down. and just as soon as he came, he's heading back- mission 
accomplished. he's not an s-class hero for nothing. 


but lately, metal bat's been noticing something. it's not physical, not really something he can put 
his finger on. 


rather, it's a feeling. 


it could be nothing more than that, of course. maybe metal bat's overreacting. he supposes he does 
that often enough. 


but it comes along with every fight he's been a part of for the last week. 


at first, he's not sure what it is. could be his imagination, for all he knows. so he writes it off as 
nothing. he's tired, there's adrenaline left over from a fight. maybe a fan had been watching, 
maybe metal bat's losing his mind. whatever it is, metal bat had thought it would leave him alone 
soon enough. 


he had been wrong. 


the only way metal bat can put it is that it's the acute sensation of being watched, of having a sharp 
pair of eyes monitoring his every movement, scrutinizing him, antagonizing him. the gaze lasts the 
entirety of a fight and then as as soon as it came, it's gone. he ignores it to the best of his ability, 
pretends it's not there, or otherwise comes up with some excuse to explain it. but every time, he 
can't help feeling off, unsettled. 


he doesn't care about being watched- after all, he never would have become a hero if he couldn't 
stand the attention. 


but this isn't the same kind of attention he gets as a hero. this gets under his skin, seems like some 
sick joke. is he being taunted? is the one watching him waiting for the opportune moment to 
strike? in the back of his mind, metal bat knows who it is and it only makes him more and more 
frustrated. 


it's like a game of hide and seek, except metal bat can't hide and he's never been good at seeking. 


"hey," metal bat suddenly shouts, his voice ringing out like a gunshot around the open space 
surrounding him and echoing off the tall buildings. "if ya got somethin’ to say to me, come out and 
say it! stop hidin' in the shadows like some coward!" 


he stands there as silence settles back in. the sun is beginning to set and it splashes an eerie orange 
glow across the corpse of the monster he had defeated. 


after another few seconds, he swings his bat up onto his shoulder and heads home. 


grey: the meeting 


another day, another fight. 


metal bat's usually not too busy. he tends to wait for the association to call him if there's something 
major, and even then, he makes sure to complain about it an adequate amount. not because he's 
annoyed at having to deal with a threat, because he's usually not, in fact, it's more fun when it's 
something big- but rather, because he wants to maintain the image that he's always busy, always 
inconvenienced by requests for his help. he's a top notch hero who doesn't have time to deal with 
just anything. of course, he's doing them a favor by taking care of it. 


at least, he really hopes he comes off that way. 


these days though, metal bat's restless. he doesn't feel like waiting for calls and instead, goes out 
on his own looking for problems he can solve. whether it's a low level threat or by chance, 
something stronger, he doesn't care. it's more about the distraction, anyway. to get his mind off of 
things. 


when it comes down to it, there's not a lot that really gets to metal bat. 


first things first: his sister. if zenko's fine and safe, that's already a load off his shoulders. she's 
pretty strong as is, maybe even stronger than metal bat was at her age, at least emotionally, so she 
can handle a lot of things on her own. but no matter what, metal bat can't help worrying over her. 
if anything so much as looks at her the wrong way, he can promise it's going to be in for a bad 
time. 


second: endangering innocent lives. if a monster is particularly violent or heads for spots where 
many people could be injured or killed, metal bat's definitely not going to go easy on it. he makes 
sure to finish off these types of threats quicker than he would any other kind. 


there's probably a third thing. something important. 


but whatever it is, metal bat can't really remember. he's lost it somewhere along the way between 
bright yellow eyes, claw-like nails on hands that are posed to strike, expertly aiming for vital 
points, absurd spikes of white hair, and a devilish smile. 


metal bat's trying not to cling to that fight. it's ridiculous and he knows it. there's no reason for him 
to be stuck on it, but he still finds it hard to let go of it, especially as of lately. he tells himself he 
just needs to keep training. he needs to keep getting stronger. he won't be caught of guard. 


maybe it doesn't matter. there won't be a second time, will there? 
but maybe... just maybe there will. 


on this particular day, metal bat finishes off the large monster even quicker than the previous day 
and he savors the satisfaction he feels when he brings his bat down hard on its head. 


no matter how many times he wins, he still loves the adrenaline rush of a good battle. 


he should hurry up and head back now that he's done. he had promised zenko to take her 
shopping that evening and he definitely doesn't want to be late. he swings his bat around one more 
time, fills the air with a loud gush of wind, before leaning it against the back of his neck and 
making to leave. 


"that was sloppy." 

metal bat startles at the voice. 

he hadn't been expecting it. 

he probably never could have prepared to hear it again, even if he had tried. 


for half a second, he feels like time freezes and he can't bring himself to move. he's not dreaming, 
right? but then he spins around and he's met by sharp, yellow eyes that gaze at him with what 
could be curiousity, though metal bat's never been good at reading emotions. his heart's pounding 
in his chest, ringing in his ears. this feels weird, he thinks. 


he had allowed himself to get distracted. the feeling of being watched had been present during the 
fight as usual, but metal bat had done well enough to ignore it entirely. 


he could never have guessed the one watching him would actually show up. 


it takes a moment for his mind to catch up with the words spoken, and he stays frozen to the spot, 
mouth slightly agape, thoughts tangling like a ball of yarn that's been too far unravelled and ends 
up in knots before anyone can actually use it. 


finally, he gets out a strangled, "the hell's that s'posed to mean?" and the figure smirks. 


"you had a perfect opportunity to end the fight before it started but you missed it because you 
were too eager," he says, flashing a grin that has bat taking a step back and wrinkling his nose. 


"think ya coulda done better, huh, hero hunter?" 


"; have a name," the figure snaps. "and you know it. unless i'm giving you far more credit than 
you deserve, metal bat." 


metal bat resists the urge to lunge at the figure, digs his fingers into the base of his bat and growls 
under his breath. "yer a real asshole, ya know that, garou?" 


he gets another grin in response. "of course." 


silence falls over the two of them. metal bat tries to focus on something else. the wind is picking 
up, blowing through the treetops and plucking a few leaves that fall slowly to the ground. the sun 
reflects off his bat, shining in his eye until he shifts and plants it on the ground. but he's still 
brought back to the figure standing nearby and he swallows hard, feels the tension building as 
their gazes meet. garou raises an eyebrow at him. 


"d'ya wanna rematch or what?" metal bat abruptly blurts, nerves getting the better of him. he slams 
his bat on the ground once and glares back at garou. "ain't that why yer here?" 


that is it, isn't it? it's the only reason metal bat can think up as to why garou would be sticking 
around him, watching him fight, approaching him suddenly. he wants to get it over with and be on 
his way. he's had enough of this dancing around, of anxiously waiting and waiting for something 
he didn't think would even come. part of him really does want to fight garou again, wants to kick 
his ass and then some to make up for last time. the other part of him... just confuses him. 


but garou doesn't strike a fighting pose or even motion like he expects metal bat to swing at him. 


Wet 


he simply shrugs. "i'm not interested." 


metal bat can't help but gape a little at him. it's an anticlimactic response to say the least. 


"really. yer not here to fight me?" 
"... 1 guess not." 


a cloud partially covers the sun for a moment, splotching light and shadow down across garou. he 
looks almost ethereal, like he's something more amazing than metal bat could ever hope to be. the 
thought, however brief, pisses metal bat off. 


he slams his bat down again and turns around. "whatever. if yer just here to waste my time, i got 
better things to do. get lost." 


garou doesn't say anything and metal bat doesn't look back as he starts walking. 


if he goes fast, he can probably make it home in time for zenko to get out of school. taking her 
shopping would be the perfect thing for helping him get his mind off things. he doesn't want to 
think about garou, or fighting him, or anything at all. he just wants to forget this happened at all. 


"you're pretty feisty." 
it's the second time metal bat is startled by garou's voice. 


it takes all of his will power not to smash his bat right into garou's face as he glances over his 
shoulder. garou is following him, walking just a few feet behind, but at a pace that matches metal 
bat's and keeps him a steady distance away. 


why in the hell... 


"and yer pissin’ me off," metal bat replies, rolling his eyes and staring straight ahead. "don'tcha 
have somewhere else to be?" 


"maybe," garou says. 
"then what the fuck are you still botherin' me for?" 


garou doesn't answer him, just hums. "you're getting stronger,” he says instead. "still too hasty, but 
you're on the right track." 


metal bat almost stops walking. "wassat? a compliment?" 
"no, just an observation." 


metal bat's gaze falls onto his feet. he wishes garou would change his pace, so that he could hear 
something other than just his own footsteps. it's a little disconcerting, knowing he's being followed 
only if he looks back. 


they walk a little farther in quiet. metal bat experiments, speeds up and slows down, peeks behind 
and sees that garou is still keeping up with him. it irks him. 


"aren'tcha huntin' heroes or somethin’ stupid like that?" he says, slips his free hand into his pocket. 
"so what'sa point in hangin’ around me?" 


"mind your own business." garou says, though it's lacking in force. 
"i would, ‘cept this is my business since, ya know, ya kinda been stalkin' me." 


garou scoffs. "stalking? yeah, right. you sure are a dumbass." 


"are ya any better? ya sure dunno how the fuck to leave me alone," metal bat snarls. his blood's 
boiling and he's itching to turn around and beat the shit out of garou. 


he's caught completely off guard when garou replies quietly, voice lacking any anger it previously 
had. "do you want to be left alone?" 


the answer to that is obvious, isn't it? of course metal bat wants to be left alone. he's been saying 
that since minute one. 


but the more he thinks about it, the more it seems wrong. he really is losing his mind, isn't he? 


he has every reason to kick garou's ass, and more than once at that. but as fast as it came, his 
fighting spirit dies down. 


he turns around, ready to repond- but garou's already long gone. 


there's nothing but a dull ring in metal bat's ears as he sighs and continues on his way home. 


red: the fight 


metal bat expects that to be it. 


the encounter now over with, garou will most likely leave him alone for good and after so many 
days, metal bat will forget about the whole thing, finally earning the peace and quiet he deserves. 


that's what he wants, isn't it? 


it's definitely for the best, he knows that. after all, he's been on edge ever since his fight with 
garou, and it was only emphasized by garou's constant gaze on him like some bird of prey eyeing 
its meal for the day. 


and it's not like he wants to see garou again. no way in hell... right? 
yeah, of course not. that would be ridiculous. 


so really, when it comes down to it, he can't at all explain the way his heart skips a beat when 
garou shows up again the next day, or why the appearance of the hero hunter fills him with an odd 
sense of relief. it's counter-intuitive and illogical no matter how he looks at it. why in the world is 
he relieved that garou showed up again? why would that ease his mind? what is there even to ease 
in the first place? 


he tells himself to stop thinking so much. 


it's not just one day, to metal bat's surprise. garou starts to show up every day and hangs around 
metal bat for a while before disappearing again, usually a few hours later. it's a strange situation, 
but metal bat finds that he much prefers this over garou watching him from afar without 
approaching. 


and there's something about having garou around that's... honestly nice. 
there's some good reason for that, metal bat's sure. 


is it because with garou here, he knows the hunter's not off killing heroes or causing trouble? or 
perhaps because metal bat just likes to have company, even if it's an insufferable asshole. maybe 
or maybe not, but metal bat doesn't think he could come up with an actual explanation if he tried. 


so he doesn't. 


garou can be pretty talkative, though most of the time metal bat's not paying enough attention to 
remember what he's saying. sometimes giving pointers during or after a fight, the constant back 
and forth teasing and threatened violence. no matter what it is, garou's voice always has a quality 
to it that seems to seep into metal bat's bones, settle itself into his bloodstream. it permeates 
everything. his voice is rough and scratchy, and more often than not, his cocky attitude finds its 
way into his tone and makes metal bat want to punch him. but there's just something about it that 
completely disarms him. it swirls around in his head until the only sound he hears is garou's voice. 


he would never say it out loud, but he could probably listen to garou talk for hours on end and he 
wouldn't mind one bit. 


on the sixth day, garou shows up earlier than usual. metal bat's not doing anything except pacing 
around the area restlessly, but he pretends all the same to be preoccupied. 


"slow day?" garou asks. 
metal bat grunts. "whassit matter? if it's slow, just means things're safer than usual." 
"that's... true, i guess." 


garou is definitely staring at him. metal bat can feel his eyes practically drilling holes into the back 
of his head. he acts like he doesn't notice. 


garou hums. "if you're not busy, why aren't you with your sister?" 


"she's got piano lessons today, dumbass. but s'not like that's yer business, issit?" metal bat swings 
his bat at the trunk of a tree, satisfied when it quivers at the impact, leaves shaking. 


"really, metal bat. is there anything that doesn't piss you off?" metal bat lets out a snort and whirls 
around to find garou smirking at him. "because i'm starting to think not." 


"shut yer mouth, punk," he snaps, pointing the end of his bat in garou's direction. "ya go around 
claimin' yer a monster so what's stoppin’ me from takin’ you out when there's nothin’ else to do?" 


garou raises an eyebrow at him. "you really think you could? have you forgotten how our last 
fight went?" his smirk widens into a wicked grin and metal bat lets out a low growl. garou is really 
testing his patience. "you couldn't land a single hit on me before. what makes you think you stand 
a chance against me now?" 


"; dunno, but yer really makin' me wanna find out!" 


metal bat probably should have learned by now not to make impulsive decisions. zenko has 
warned him time and time again that he's never smart when he acts without planning first. and he 
can't help thinking, as he swings his bat full force at garou, that this is precisely the type of 
situation his sister was trying to get him to stay out of. 


garou's still too quick. 


milliseconds before the weapon can hit him, he's already gone. metal bat can barely even process 
his movement, up and over, and then he's behind metal bat. "there's no way you can keep up with 
me!" garou laughs. sharp pain erupts at the back of metal bat's neck and midway down his back, 
and he almost feels winded but he doesn't let himself fall behind. he uses the momentum from his 
swing to turn full around. 


"ya wanna bet?!" he shouts in response. 


this time he's almost spot on. the surprised expression on garou's face as he nearly gets a face full 
of bat is priceless. 


garou dips backward, flips around and then lunges at metal bat, this time striking at his shoulders 
and chest. metal bat lets him- the pain is only strong at first anyway, and the more hits he takes, the 
more determination he's filled with. 


he watches and waits. 


after a few more seconds, and a couple swings of his bat, garou's jumping back. "you've gotten 
faster," garou comments breathlessly. his eyes are bright and full of energy; he looks almost 
childish with excitement, and metal bat gets drawn in. garou is too much of a distraction, even 
when he's not even trying. 


in an instant, garou's fist collides with the side of his head and metal bat tumbles sideways. his ears 
ring and he's halfway between seeing stars and seeing red. he can't believe he let himself take that 
hit. 


but all he needs is another second for him to find his balance and he digs his feet into the ground. 
"speed ain't the only thing i've been workin’ on," he finally counters. he shakes himself; it's time 
for his offense. 


he abruptly shoots forward, his bat at the ready, and garou tries to dodge. but metal bat's been 
memorizing his movements, keeping track of how garou's handling his attacks. with the faux 
threat of the bat, garou aims to get back around him and land another series of hits. but that's 
precisely what metal bat had been counting on. 


instead of relying on his bat, he twists and strikes with his fist, hitting garou in the gut before 
jumping and knocking garou out of the air with a kick. garou takes the hit surprisingly well. he 
rolls along the ground to catch his fall and is up again immediately, hands raised. 


"that was a lucky shot," garou says. his tone is irritated but his face betrays a different emotion. he 
looks overjoyed at the fact that metal bat had just landed two consecutive hits on him. 


metal bat spits into his hands and tightens his grip on his bat. "lucky?" he repeats incredulously. he 
feels a little lightheaded. maybe the fight's getting to him but that goddamn smile on garou's face is 
taking his breath away. "a'right. yeah, sure. call it luck. call it whatever ya want, but it's not over 
yet!" 


in one swift movement, before garou has a chance to react, metal bat leaps forward and brings his 
bat right up to garou's head. he stops before he makes contact, mere centimeters away, but the 
wind from the swing alone shakes the ground under their feet and ruffles garou's hair. his eyes are 
wide as he's stares at metal bat, though his smile remains. 


"why'd you stop?" garou asks. 

"ain't tryin’ ta kill ya," metal bat replies. 
"kill's a strong word." 

"yeah, well, i'm a strong guy." 


he doesn't notice that he's inching toward garou. closer, closer. up close, garou's face seems to 
glow. there's a bit of dirt along the side of his cheek from when metal bat knocked him down, and 
metal bat reaches out without thinking, brushes it away. garou's skin is smooth to his touch, warm. 
he likes the feel of it. 


he feels garou gasp under his fingertips more than he hears it. 

"the fuck are you doing?" 

all at once, garou is feet away from him, hand at his cheek, eyes wider than ever. 
metal bat blinks stupidly at him. "dirt... ya had some dirt. on yer face. 1 was just. uh." 


"dirt?!" garou practically hisses at him. "wh-whatever! i'm leaving. i've got better things to do than 
sparring with a shitface like you." 


metal bat just watches him go. he's not angry anymore and the fight wiped him out, even if only 
momentarily, so there's no reason to go after him. besides, there's something else on his mind now. 


it might have been his eyes playing tricks on him, but he's pretty damn sure that garou was 
blushing. 


blushing. 


"so even monsters can get flustered, huh?" he looks up at the sky, squints as the sun peaks out 
from behind a cloud. "nah, that ain't right." he shakes his head. 


garou's not a monster. of that, metal bat's certain. 


zenko's probably out of her lesson by now. he'd better hurry if he doesn't want to keep her 
waiting. 


brown: the house 


"zenko..." 


the young girl doesn't give a response. she's walking a few feet ahead of metal bat, her eyes fixed 
on her feet as she balances along the curb of the sidewalk. 


"zenko, please..." 


she huffs and hitches her backpack further up. a few small keychains decorate the zippers and they 
jangle with the movement. 


"can'tcha jus' go home?" 


"no way," zenko finally says. she turns around to stick her tongue out playfully at him. even if he's 
supposed to be frustrated, metal bat can't stop himself from smiling; his sister is way too cute. "i'm 
gonna hang out with big brother today. you're not getting rid of me so easily." 


metal bat's smile immediately morphs into a grimace. "c'mon, zenko..." he says exasperatedly. 
"what if i run into a monster, huh? i don't want ya in any kinda danger." 


"put didn't you say things are slow these days?" zenko pouts for half a second before grinning at 
him. "it's ok, big brother! you don't have to worry about monsters today!" 


at least not the kind yer thinkin' of, metal bat thinks in annoyance. 


it looks like his sister is just as stubborn as always. he's never been able to persuade her out of 
anything once she's made up her mind. he just hopes that things won't play out badly if a certain 
human monster shows up. 


especially considering the last time zenko saw him was when he and metal bat had been beating 
the shit out of each other. zenko tends to hold grudges when metal bat's involved and well, metal 
bat has no idea how garou might act around his sister. garou is unpredictable in almost every sense 
of the word. 


all he can do is pray that today of all days will be the one when garou's a no-show. 
but of course, nothing ever goes the way he wants it to. 
"what do we have here?" 


metal bat nearly jumps at the voice, despite that he should have been expecting it, and his eyes go 
straight to zenko in order to gauge her reaction. she seems more curious than anything as garou 
approaches. that's promising, at least. 


"little bat. we meet again." garou nods at her in greeting. 


little bat? that's cute, metal bat thinks before mentally cursing at himself. he's not supposed to get 
distracted at a time like this. 


"oh," zenko says, tilting her head to one side. "you're that man from before. you were fighting 
with big brother last time." 


it's not like metal bat expected her to have forgotten about it, but there was a small part of him that 


had hoped she would have. to no avail, clearly. 
garou half smiles. "glad you remember me." 


"you're not here to fight big brother again, are you?" zenko's brow knits as she speaks and metal 
bat glances at garou to find his expression surprisingly calm in contrast. "because i told you last 
time, big brother promised-" 


"i know, 1 know," garou cuts in, chuckling when she pouts at having been interrupted. "no 
violence when you're around, right? don't worry about it, little bat. your brother isn't worth my 
time anyway." 


"hey!" metal bat snaps, swinging his bat up and pointing it threateningly at garou. "i'm right here, 
ya know." 


garou just smirks at him. "yeah, i know." 
"pretentious-" 


metal bat opens his mouth to argue more but zenko is quick to shush him with a glare, something 
she's always been good at to metal bat's dismay, and then her face grows thoughtful. "well, mister. 
if you're not here to fight then..." she taps her feet on the ground and then smiles. despite his 
frustration, metal bat is flooded with relief. "1 guess you're ok. my name's not little bat, though. it's 
zenko. what's your name, mister?" 


"... garou,"” comes the reply. "pleasure to meet you, zenko." 
so maybe this is going better than metal bat expected. 


he's not sure how it happens either, that he and zenko are accompanied by garou on the way back 
to their house, zenko sitting comfortably on garou's shoulders, her small hands messing with tufts 
of his white hair. but it's honestly too cute a scene that metal bat really can't complain. 


garou and zenko had been talking and at one point, she had turned to metal bat with shining eyes. 
"mister garou can come over to our house and play with me, right?" 


and it's a ridiculous concept, all things considered. the hero hunter, garou- a wanted criminal- 
invited over to an s-class hero's home. but... metal bat can't find it in himself to care. 


as he had glanced between his sister's excited face, and garou's small smile, there had been 
absolutely no room for refusal. 


zenko is having the time of her life showing garou around the house. she leads him into each 
room, giving a brief introduction while garou hums in approval, or makes a comment about the 
furniture or decorations. even from the dining room, metal bat can hear the two of them laughing 
and talking. 


"this is my room!" zenko says loudly. the floor creaks as she hops around enthusiastically. "big 
brother helped me make it super pretty! he's the best." 


"your brother did all this, huh?" metal bat doesn't know why his ears perk, as if he's hoping to 
hear something extra in garou's voice. whatever he's waiting for doesn't come. "those are some 
neat stuffed animals you've got there," garou says. 


"yeah! big brother won this one for me at a festival, and this one i picked out when we went 
shopping last time!" 


they move on to the next room. metal bat finds himself thinking that he's glad he tidied up the 
place over the weekend, otherwise this would probably be pretty enbarrassing. 


"and this is big brother's room!" zenko exclaims. 
alright, scratch that. it's still damn embarrassing. 


"really? this is your brother's?" metal bat almost gets up from the table, ready to kick both zenko 
and garou out of his room. his little sister, cute as she may be, just doesn't understand boundaries 
and she had no right to let some punk into his room, especially without asking for his permission 
first- 


but then garou speaks again and all of metal bat's irritation dissolves. 
"it seems cozy." 

three words. that's it. 

metal bat doesn't understand why his heart starts pounding in his chest. 


once the tour is over, garou and zenko join metal bat in the dining room. zenko goes into the 
kitchen briefly and returns with two cups of juice, one which she gives to garou and the other 
which she immediately starts drinking from herself. metal bat gives her a playful frown in protest 
at the fact that she hadn't brought anything for him to drink but she replies with a serious, "i only 
have two hands, big brother," and metal bat can't argue with that. 


metal bat finds the scene a little funny, honestly. the hero hunter holding a small, brightly colored 
plastic cup and sipping daintily from it. he wants to say something, but when the only word that 
comes to mind is cute, he decides to keep his mouth shut. 


"so," garou says after finishing off the juice and setting the cup onto the table. "i hear you play 
piano?" 


zenko gives him a wide grin. "i do! did big brother tell you that? he loves bragging about it 
because i'm pretty good." 


metal bat stares at garou, though garou's gaze is fixed on zenko, maybe even purposefully to avoid 
seeing metal bat's reaction. he had remembered metal bat's comment the other day about zenko's 
piano lessons. for some reason, that makes metal bat kind of happy. 


"pretty good, huh? wish i could hear you play..." 


"oh! you can! big brother got me a keyboard so i can practice at home! it's in my room. hold on, 
i'll go get it!" zenko jumps up from her seat and runs out of the room. 


garou finally sends a glance at metal bat, but when he catches metal bat's eye, he quickly looks 
away again. metal bat wonders why. "your sister has a lot of energy," he says. 


"she gets it from me," metal bat replies with a huff. 


"yeah... you two are really similar." metal bat thinks he sees a smile on garou's lips but before he 
can get a better look at it, the expression is gone. "it's... charming, i guess." 


"whassat supposed to mean?" metal bat asks dumbly. 


but before garou has the chance to answer, zenko has returned with her portable keyboard tucked 


under her arm. she sets it up hurriedly, grinning from ear to ear. "i practice a lot because it's fun!" 


as soon as she starts playing, garou visibly relaxes, his shoulders sagging and his face perfectly 
content. it's like something about the sound of the instrument filling the air somehow puts him 
completely at ease. it's a look that's in stark contrast to the usual cold-hard demeanor he keeps up. 
it reminds metal bat of when he had been flustered the other day. 


another new side to the human monster, he notes. he thinks he likes this side, too. 


when zenko finishes the song, both metal bat and garou burst into applause and she bows a couple 
times, clearly greatly pleased. 


"you're not just pretty good," garou says. "you're a prodigy, zenko. you could definitely grow up 
to be a famous pianist." 


"you think so?" zenko blinks hopefully at him. 
metal bat nods. "'s the truth, zenko. yer really amazin’." 
the praise makes her a little bashful and she ducks her head embarrassedly. "thanks, both of you." 


all too abruptly, though, an 8bit ringtone interrupts the quiet of the moment and zenko gasps, 
dashing out of the room and toward her own room. "that's my phone, be right back!" she shouts. 


metal bat turns to garou. "i didn't pin ya as the type to get along with kids," he says honestly. not 
that it's a bad thing, of course. but he doesn't say that. 


garou raises an eyebrow at him and just shrugs. "... there's a lot about me that would surprise 
you," he says. 


metal bat doesn't doubt that. 


when zenko returns, she smiles sheepishly at metal bat. "i know i was the one who invited mister 
garou over, but is it ok if 1 go to my friend's house? she has the new amai mask movie and i really 
want to watch it." 


metal bat rolls his eyes. god, he hates that name. but there's no way he can say no to zenko, and 
she probably would end up going even if he did. "yeah, go ahead. don't be out too late, though, 
'k? be back in time for dinner." 


zenko nods excitedly. "i will!" another second and she's gone. 


it's take about half a minute of silence for the situation to sink in before metal bat realizes. with 
zenko out, this leaves him alone in the house with garou. 


it's not like they're not usually alone. before today, every meeting between them had been alone. 


but there's something specific about being home alone with him that makes metal bat's chest feel 
funny. 


is he nervous? but about what? there's really nothing to it. it makes no sense. he tries to push the 
thoughts to the back of his mind. 


while he struggles to come up with something to say, metal bat almost misses a few hesitant notes 
from the keyboard, but he immediately glances up to find that garou is standing in front of it, his 
expression unreadable. 


"you know, 1 used to play piano," he says. 


metal bat didn't know. he never would have guessed that. he waits for garou to say more, but the 
other male stays quiet. he moves closer to the keyboard and plays. 


garou's long, slender fingers dance along the keys and a melancholy tune fills the room. whether 
or not garou's praise of zenko's playing earlier had been serious or not, he's on a completely 
different level. the song is beautiful, far more advanced than anything zenko could play, and 
there's a sadness in it that pulls at metal bat's heart in a way he can't explain. it makes him want to 


cry. 
as suddenly as he had started playing, garou stops and the keyboard is abandoned. 


metal bat tries to think of something, anything to break the silence, but nothing seems rights. 
usually he would say something in teasing, or make some half-assed joke. but the air is still 
quivering with the absence of music. it feels wrong. he watches garou slip his hands into his 
pockets, his gaze downcast. 


after a few more moments, garou speaks again. "do you play an instrument as well?" he asks, eyes 
on his feet. 


"well, i ain't got the talent my sis has, but..." metal bat hesitates. should he really do this? he hasn't 
even told any of the other heroes about this- why should he be telling the hero hunter? 


but it's already too late; he can't stop what he's put into motion. 
"come with me," he says. 


garou follows him to his bedroom and sits down on his bed while metal bat digs through his closet 
a bit. he doesn't play often enough that he would need to keep the instrument at the ready so it's 
buried beneath a few things. when he finally gets it out, garou gives him a surprised look. 


"guitar?" he says. 
metal bat frowns. "don'tcha dare make fun o' me, or i swear to god, garou, i'll-" 


"hold your horses," garou laughs, the sound light, vastly different from the darkness that had been 
hanging over them in the dining room. "1 wasn't going to make fun of you. i just... wasn't 
expecting it, that's all." 


metal bat sits down on the edge of his bed and props the insrument in his lap. "Well, there's a lot 
‘bout me that'd surprise ya," he replies, repeating garou's words from earlier. when he's met by 
silence, he begins tuning his guitar. "haven't played in a while, though. sorry ifm no good." 


garou simply hums in response. 


as metal bat starts playing for real, the room is filled with an entirely pleasant sound. this is the 
reason metal bat had bought an acoustic guitar in the first place. he really loves the atmosphere it 
creates; not as pretty as piano, but definitely soothing in its own right. it's rough and heartfelt. 
there's a sense of raw emotion that settles into each note, the scratchy reverberations sounding 
more like home than anything. his fingers glide on the strings as if it hasn't been months since he 
last played. 


metal bat's heart painfully skips a beat when he feels garou leaning against his back, pressing 
softly into him in the middle of his second song. his head lolls back, resting on the nape of metal 
bat's neck, the sensation warm and comforting. 


confusing. 
metal bat's awed at the fact that he's somehow able to keep his hands steady through all this. 


by the third song, metal bat can hear a faint snore behind him, quiet but loud enough that he can't 
help smiling to himself. garou had dozed off. he's sleeping against metal bat. metal bat doesn't 
know why, but his stomach feels like there are butterflies flitting around in it. and for some reason, 
he likes it. 


he keeps playing his guitar and lets garou sleep. 


blue: the hero 


metal bat doesn't make mistakes. 


he had prided himself on that. he handles everything in his life the same way - straight forward, 
head on, without hesitation. and that's always worked for him. if he slips up, he's always been able 
to catch himself before it's too late. everything had an easy way out and metal bat could deal with 
that, could get out of anything without too much stress. 


so mistakes? those are foreign to him. completely new territory. 
maybe that's why metal bat feels so helpless right now. 
one mistake had been all it took. 


the fight had started out just fine. a demon level treat was simple enough for him to take care of, of 
course. but metal bat had made the mistake of letting his guard down for a single instant and had 
paid the price for it. 


it's odd. usually he can get back on his feet in any situation. his fighting spirit is all he needs. but 
for some unknown reason, it's just not working this time. metal bat doesn't have the will to fight 
back and he's just taking more and more damage. the monster is pummeling him and metal bat 
can't manage to get back up. 


it's making him mad. 
really mad. 


he can't remember the last time he felt this disgusted with himself. he's nothing but useless 
garbage. how is he supposed to protect zenko when he lets himself fall in a fight like this? what 
will she do if he doesn't come home tonight? who will look after her and make sure she's safe and 
eating well and keeping up with her schoolwork? 


god, he's such an idiot. 


metal bat almost doesn't notice when the monster's attacks suddenly cease because he's so 
wrapped up in his self-loathing. but all at once, it occurs to him that's he's no longer in so much 
pain, and he opens his eyes, which had been jammed shut for the last few minutes, slowly, trying 
to find out why he isn't dead yet. 


that's when he sees a flash of white, and yellow eyes filled with an anger so intense it catches 
metal bat by surprise. 


garou. 
garou had come. 


the hero hunter relentlessly strikes at the monster from every angle. his actions are so fast they're a 
blur to metal bat's tired eyes, but in a matter of seconds, the monster is all but completely 
obliterated. its mangled corpse topples to the ground with a loud thud. 


well, that was simple, metal bat thinks. 


not another moment passes before garou is at metal bat's side, hands all over him as he inspects his 


wounds. metal bat flinches, does his best to get away but garou definitely isn't in the mood to mess 
around. he holds metal bat in place. "you're an idiot. you're a fucking idiot," he mutters darkly, 
and metal bat would think from his tone that he was actually angry at him. but his eyes betray a 
different emotion. 


he's worried. 


metal bat begins to laugh, but the action hurts his ribs and it morphs into a cough instead. this 
causes garou to frown. "yeah, i know that," he replies with a wheeze. "i'm a fuckin' moron." 


garou's frown grows deeper. "... you could have been killed," he says. 
"know that too... but i'm still alive, ain't 1?" 


metal bat grunts as garou lifts him up and pulls him onto his back. he slings metal bat's arms 
around his chest and then hitches his own arms under metal bat's thighs. at any other time, metal 
bat thinks this amount of closeness would definitely have made him uncomfortable, messed with 
his head. 


but right now, metal bat has no complaints whatsoever. he's not even embarrassed to be carried by 
garou. the warmth coming from garou's body is perfect, fills him with a sense of relief, and metal 
bat is content, even if his head is a little fuzzy. 


whether it's due to the fight or garou, though, he can't say. 


"what does it matter anyway?" he mumbles, his voice muffled against garou's shoulder blade. 
"why d'ya care if i get killed or not? s'not like it's yer probem, issit?" 


"not my problem? like hell, it isn't. you have no fucking idea." 


it's not much of an answer- or at least, not one that metal bat is able to process in his current state. 
but really, he doesn't mind. regardless of anything else, the fact that garou had rescued him is 
enough. 


he can't help smiling to himself. garou, the human monster- garou, the hero hunter... had come to 
the rescue of a hero. even while claiming to be on the side of monsters, he had taken out one such 
monster without hesitation, all for the sake of protecting metal bat. isn't this the ideal chance to 
tease him? to piss him off by pointing out the contradiction in his actions and his words? maybe. 


metal bat from any other day would probably say yes immediately. but presently, all metal bat can 
think of his how grateful he is. 


he sighs. "ya can call yerself a hero hunter, or whatever..." he says sleepily, eyelids starting to feel 
heavy. "but yer my hero." 


garou snorts, the sound sharp and indignant. "... shut the fuck up. 1 really should have left you for 
dead." 


there's no bite to his words. metal bat's smile widens. 


he thinks he sees red painting garou's cheeks before he dozes off. 


green: the decision 


metal bat's a quick healer. 


it only takes three days for him to be nearly back to a hundred percent, and he was already up on 
his feet and getting things done after day two. zenko still tries to get him to take it easy, warns him 
not to push himself, but she knows it's pointless. after all, where else would she get her stubborn 
streak if it weren't for him? 


garou had dropped metal bat off at home after taking care of that monster. he had tended to his 
wounds with zenko's help and then, after making sure metal bat was settled, had taken off. 


of course, metal bat doesn't remember this at all, but zenko had retold the story so animatedly that 
he feels like he does. she had said that garou wouldn't stop hanging around while metal bat was 
passed out, anxious and restless, and unsure of what to do with himself. like a child, metal bat 
thinks. 


but it's funny. because now that metal bat's doing better, garou hasn't shown his face even once. 
metal bat feels like he's had eyes on him a few times, but never long enough that he could tell who 
or what. and each time, it's gone before anyone or anything makes an appearance. 


it's starting to get to him. 


did he do or say something wrong to make garou avoid him? the fight where he got his ass kicked 
is all a blur, and metal bat only clearly remembers it up until garou arrived to save him. whatever 
happened after that... did he make garou leave? 


but that doesn't make sense either. if he had been the cause of it, then why would garou have been 
so worried about his health? and then if garou was so worried, why hasn't he returned to see how 
metal bat is doing? 


and why in the hell does metal bat want garou to come back in the first place? he's a dumb punk 
who usually just ends up wasting his time anyway. it doesn't matter, right? why is metal bat so 
bothered about this? 


but garou saved metal bat's life... 


god, metal bat's thoughts are a mess. he had hoped a day back to work would have cleared things 
up, but instead, everything is even more jumbled then before. 


damn garou. damn him and his stupid white hair and his stupid pretty hands, and that stupid, 
beautiful smile that sometimes lights up his face. he's an annoying prick who should stop making 
metal bat so confused. 


it's the time of the year when the sun sets far too quickly and before metal bat even reaches his 
house, it's completely dark, all except a few street lamps. he doesn't mind, though. he prefers the 
darkness. this way, his thoughts don't shine quite so brightly. 


as he walks, he swings his bat around a few times, hoping to let off some steam, but it doesn't 
really help. he's still just as wound up as he was this morning. even knocking a few monsters out 
did nothing for his mood. which is a problem because he doesn't really want to return home in his 
current state of mind; zenko is too good at reading him. best case scenario, she'll immediately 
know something's wrong, and worst, it will affect her too, and metal bat definitely doesn't want to 
bring his sister down with him. 


maybe he can just walk around for a while until he's tired out. if he's tired, maybe his other 
emotions won't be so noticeable. maybe zenko will just send him off to bed. 


that sounds like a plan, he guesses. he sighs and slows his pace. 


for once, metal bat's senses are actually on alert and he catches the footsteps behind him almost the 
exact moment they first sound. on instinct, he grips his bat tighter and whirls it around, ready to 
take out whatever creep has the nerve to follow him at night. 


but when he's met with narrowed yellow eyes, and a swift dispatch of his bat, graceful hand 
knocking it unflinchingly to the side, metal bat is instantaneously filled with relief. 


"garou, what the fuck," he says, taking a step toward the other male and jabbing his bat at him. 
"why'd ya sneak up on me? an' where the hell ya been? ya just disappear for three days and 
expect me to-" 


"shut up." 


metal bat does. the tone of garou's voice isn't bitter or angry, but there's a finality in it that makes 
metal bat hold his tongue on the subject. it's then that he notices, caught in the dim light of the 
street lamp, that there's blood on garou's face. his heart twists in his chest. 


"garou... are ya alright?" he steps forward again, taking longer strides as garou starts to back away 
from him. when he reaches garou, his hand darts out, inspecting garou's skin carefully. "where'd 
all this blood come from? did somebody hurt ya?" garou doesn't answer him. metal bat discovers a 
cut along his cheek- it's not deep, but the skin around it appears to be heavily bruised, and despite 
his attempts to keep his face straight, garou grimaces when metal bat presses his fingers against the 
tender spot. 


it's not just his face. metal bat can see cuts all over garou's body, now that he's looking. he feels his 
blood begin to boil and he's not even entirely sure why. "ya got into a fight, didn't ya..." he 
growls. "who did this to ya?" 


"what does it matter? they're of little consequence," garou replies. "besides, they definitely came 
out of that fight on the losing end." despite the victorious sentiment, his voice is devoid of any 
feeling and it's unsettling to metal bat. even though he's bragging, his normal cockyness is absent. 
when he grins, it's only halfway, an empty, unbefitting expression. it puts a sinking feeling in 
metal bat's stomach. 


"seriously, garou, who the fuck did this? tell me and 1'll-" 
"you'll what? it's over with, metal bat. just forget it." 


metal bat tries to think of some argument. garou's got a point. it was most likely a hero, 
considering the "line of work" garou partakes in. but all the same, metal bat can't help feeling like 
he wants to rip the guy that treated garou like this a new one. 


he's just as angry as this morning, if not angrier now. 
"...whatever. le's go." he finally says. 


he leads garou back to the house, one hand gingerly on garou's shoulder. if the touch is irritating to 
garou for any reason, he never lets on. they both stay quiet the entire time, and when they arrive, 
even zenko seems to sense the tension around them and she excuses herself to her room for the 
night. 


metal bat treats garou's wounds carefully. he's used to first aid, had taught himself how to be 
gentle yet thorough because he had initially wanted to make sure he could take care of any injury 
zenko might come by. garou just lets him, sits perfectly still, barely flinching as metal bat applies 
ointment to his cuts. 


when he's finished, garou stays seated. his eyes are unfocused; he's got something on his mind, 
metal bat's certain of that. and metal bat is intrigued, but at the same time he doesn't want to pry. 
he's pretty sure even if he asked what was wrong, garou wouldn't tell him. 


he settles for asking something else instead. "where are ya stayin'?" 


garou reacts slowly, eyes narrowed. "none of your fucking business," he says, voice low and 
tired. 


metal bat raises an eyebrow. "was jus' a simple question. no need to get so upset." now that 
everything has calmed down, he can see just how exhausted garou is. his shoulders are sagging 
and it seems like it's taking all of his strength to keep his eyes open. 


no matter which way he looks at, there's no way metal bat is letting garou out of his sight. 
"stay here," he says. his voice is straight, but his hands tremble slightly. 


"yeah, right. thanks, but no thanks. i'm leaving." garou stands abruptly and metal bat rushes to 
stop him. 


"hold it right there, asshole," he snaps, grasping garou by the shoulders. he's surprised by how 
little effort it requires for him to hold garou in place. 


garou doesn't actually want to leave, does he. the decision is already made. 


"yer not goin' anywhere, a'right?" he sighs, his grip loosening. without thinking, he pulls garou 
closer to him, arms snaking around his chest until his hands find garou's shoulder blades. garou 
leans against him, face pressing into the crook of his neck. metal bat wouldn't say the garou in 
front of him is weak- nothing about garou is weak. but there's an air of vulnerability surrounding 
him that makes metal bat wish he could take whatever is weighing on garou's mind and get rid of 
it. 


he hugs garou tighter. 


they stay still for a few minutes. honestly, it feels good, holding garou like this. it's warm, and 
rather than feeling confused about why, metal bat thinks his head is actually clearer than it's ever 
been. 


"c'mon. le's get ya to bed." 


he leads garou back to his room and offers him some of his clothes, which garou quickly changes 
into. metal bat makes a mental note to do laundry in the morning and repair garou's clothes for 
him. 


garou slides under the blankets of metal bat's bed, pulling them up over his head. metal bat smiles 
softly to himself. then he heads to the bathroom and gets ready for bed himself. 


he pokes his head into zenko's room on his way back. she looks worried, and metal bat doesn't 
even know where to begin explaining, but he promises her things are fine and after telling her 
goodnight, he heads back to his own room. 


when metal bat gets into his bed, he makes sure he doesn't take up too much space. even if it is a 
rather large bed, he definitely doesn't want garou uncomfortable. 


but when he glances over, it seems like garou is already asleep. the blankets have been pulled 
back slightly to reveal his peaceful face. seeing him like this, relaxed as opposed to how troubled 
he had seemed earlier, metal bat is satisfied and he turns onto his side, eyes closed and ready for 
sleep to take him. 


as his mind grows fuzzy and his breathing begins to slow, he almost misses the whisper of, "thank 
you..." from the other side of the bed. 


yellow: the teacher 


"hey, garou..." 
metal bat is bored. 
really bored. 


he had insisted on garou staying at the house the next day and getting some rest to let his wounds 
heal, and somehow, however reluctantly, garou had agreed. but this meant metal bat was also 
staying behind in case garou tried to do anything reckless. which he had reasoned would be very 
likely. 


metal bat had always been bad at sitting still. he tends to grow restless easily and the urge to get up 
and do something usually wins him over. so as soon as garou had started meditating about half an 
hour ago, metal bat knew he was going to go crazy from simply just watching him. 


a few moments pass before garou peaks an eye open and raises an eyebrow at him. "what?" 
something. anything. 


"that martial arts shit ya do..." he says after a pause, gesturing vaguely as if imitating the way 
garou moves his hands. "issit hard?" 


that earns him a look of annoyance. "no shit, sherlock. you could spend years training and get no 
where. you need to have talent, brains, patience and determination." he snickers. "and 1 would 
think you lack at least three of those things." 


"shut yer fuckin' face!" metal bat snaps. he had been laying upside down on the sofa but he sits up 
in order to threateningly aim his fist at garou. "1'll have ya know, i can do jus' 'bout anythin’ when 1 
set my mind to it." 


"that so?" garou closes his eye again. "then do you think you could stop bothering me? you're 
ruining my zen." 


metal bat lets out a huff and then pouts. he counts slowly: one, two, three... 
it's no use. 


he stays quiet for all of another minute before he speaks again. "so what made ya wanna learn 
martial arts inna first place?" 


garou taps long fingers against his thigh. "really, metal bat. can't you just shut up? is it typical for 
you to bombard recovering house guests with questions?" he shakes his head. "i learned because i 
felt like it. simple." 


metal bat's pout returns, this time growing in size. this is going no where. he flops back down on 
the sofa and stares up at the ceiling. isn't there anything he can do to get garou to pay attention to 
him? 


"say," he says, immediately sitting up again. "do ya think ya could show me a thin’ or two?" garou 
opens his eyes again, this time to glare and metal bat returns the expression, pursing his lips and 
narrowing his eyes. "1 mean, not that i'd expect ya to be a good teacher or anythin’, but..." 


"is that a challenge?" garou says stiffly. he still looks annoyed, but a little less so as his features 
relax and he breaks his meditation pose. "... fine. i guess 1 can. get your ass over here." 


metal bat's never gotten up so quickly. 


he seats himself beside garou and garou takes a deep breath. "alright, follow along closely. i'm 
only going to explain everything once." 


metal bat nods to show he had heard. he's excited and completely determined to do well. but right 
off the bat, he's already getting distracted. 


garou leans in close to him, so close that his face is sometimes only inches from metal bat's. he 
begins talking about the basics to the art, wordy and using terms metal bat's never heard before. 
metal bat tries his best to keep up, grunting to show he's listening or alternatively giving more 
nods, but his mind is soon lightyears behind. 


he's caught on garou's smooth lips as he talks, his tongue flitting out to wet them every so often, 
and his thin cheekbones, sharp and defined. they shift as he talks, animating his face and capturing 
yet another new side to the so called human monster. metal bat can't help wondering how anyone 
can exist with such an attractive face. 


his arms are graceful but precise as he positions them, showing metal bat specific pressure points 
or reaching over to help metal bat copy the poses himself. and his shoulders tense and relax 
depending on his motions, his muscles clearly visible even underneath the shirt he's wearing. 
which happens to be metal bat's shirt. it's already weird enough seeing garou wearing his clothes 
but the fact that they look so good on him should most definitely be illegal, he thinks. 


there's also the sensation of garou's knees pressing up against his legs. of course, they're seated so 
closely together in order for garou to be able to demonstrate things more accurately to metal bat, 
but that makes it impossible for garou to avoid touching him. honestly, metal bat thinks if he 
moved just slightly over he would probably fall right into garou's lap. 


that's not something he's willing to test, though. 


but most of all, metal bat is struck by garou's eyes. there's a light in them that metal bat's never 
seen before. his eyes practically glow as he goes over each step of a move, and he seems so into 
his explanation, like he both knows and cares so much about the martial art that merely talking 
about it is enough to keep him satisfied. it fills metal bat's chest with a fluttering sensation, one 
that's becoming all too common ever since garou first showed up. 


there's an indescribable beauty about garou. it's in everything he does, from the way he stands, his 
posture, his movements, every angle and curve of his body, to his voice, his laugh, his physical 
features. but specfically in this moment, it feels even more pronounced. metal bat feels 
overwhelmed just looking at him. 


garou is beautiful. and metal bat decides he deserves to know. 


"if you can manage to read your opponent's attacks," garou is saying. "it really becomes simple to 
defeat them. you just need to wait for the right moment and then-" 


"hey, garou,” metal bat says. he almost laughs at the affronted look on garou's face at the 
interruption, hesitating with his fingers situated at the back of metal bat's neck. 


there's a brief pause, a prolonged silence between the two of them. and then metal bat continues. 
"yer really hot when yer explainin' shit." 


all at once, sharp pain shoots down his back and he's yelping, attempting to pull away from 
garou's strong grip. "hey, learn to take a compliment!" he whines while garou's fingers jab roughly 
into the base of his neck and he keeps struggling to no avail. 


alright, bad idea. as if metal bat doesn't know by now, he really shouldn't let himself be so 
impulsive. it usually leads to unpleasant circumstances. he probably shouldn't have said anything. 


but... then again, maybe not. there's now an adorable shade of red decorating garou's cheeks. he's 
ridiculously flustered over a few words from metal bat. how cute. 


metal bat likes it a lot. 


it takes another minute for garou to relinquish his hold on metal bat, but when he finally does, he's 
still bright red. "you're a fucking sicko," he grumbles. 


metal bat can't stop a grin from spreading across his face. 


orange: the consolation 


it had been a long, uninteresting day. 


metal bat had awoken to find garou gone, and after a morning routine he could barely muster 
enough energy to finish, he had attended a meeting at the heroes association. it was tiresome and 
dragged on longer than necessary. by the time he got out, metal bat felt about ready to pass out 
again, so to keep himself awake, he had gone around to check if there were any pressing threats to 
take care of. when that proved fruitless as well, metal bat had returned home. 


he had taken a long nap, and afterward spent several hours sitting idly in his room. even though 
it's just making him feel more and more restless, he can't come up with anything else to do. 


he decides to wander around the house instead. 


it feels quiet without garou there. too quiet. metal bat doesn't like it at all. these days, garou comes 
over often, and usually ends up the staying the night, and metal bat, entirely unintentionally, has 
grown accustomed to his presence, even if he finds it a little hard to admit. there's a sense of 
undeniable comfort in waking up beside garou in the morning, sleepy smiles, messy hair, legs 
sometimes tangled together because neither of them knows how to stay in one place while they're 
sleeping. then there's breakfast together, and spending the day pointlessly arguing and teasing, 
sometimes accompanied by occasional compliments or quiet moments where garou just hangs 
around metal bat for little other reason than he feels like it. 


it's... nice. 


metal bat likes having garou around this much, and so does zenko. she and garou get along way 
better than metal bat ever would have initially thought. he even catches her calling garou "older 
brother" sometimes, and it puts a smile on his face. 


honestly, it's easier than it should be to forget that garou isn't actually a part of the household. 
what a bother. 


metal bat pokes his head into zenko's room. he doesn't expect her to be awake, especially 
considering the time, and seeing that her lights are off, he closes the door and heads to the living 
room. 


still nothing. there's no point in staying awake. he should just sleep. garou won't be coming 
tonight. 


he clicks the tv on, turning the sound down on mute. some reality show is playing, with a bunch 
of people wearing strange costumes and makeup. metal bat can't get invested at all and he turns 
the tv off again. 


why doesn't he just go back to his room? he should just get in bed already. 


in spite of everything, he has no idea what compels him to walk to the front door, or what makes 
him open it. it takes all of two seconds for his heart to skip a beat and his jaw to drop. 


"garou," he gets out, almost unable to believe his eyes. he opens his mouth to question him on his 
whereabouts, but he immediately notices something is off and the words die on his tongue. it's not 
in garou's physical appearance- his hair is neat, his clothes are spotless. but his face... his eyes are 

full of rage. "wha... wha's wrong?" he asks uncertainly. 


garou doesn't say anything, just pushes past him into the house. metal bat, left with little choice, 
closes the door behind him and follows him back. when they reach metal bat's room, garou flops 
onto his bed and buries his face into the blankets. 


"garou..." metal bat repeats nervously. 


he gets no reply still, though garou moves to sit up. he's silently fuming, eyes narrowed, brows 
knitted, and lips upturned in half a snarl. he opens his mouth multiple times as metal bat watches 
him, as if there's something he wants to say, but each time he can't seem to find the words and he 
closes his mouth again, clearly unsatisfied. 


metal bat can't even begin to imagine what's gotten so deep under his skin, but trying to find a way 
to help the situation seems almost impossible. 


he's used to dealing with zenko, who usually only gets frustrated on occasion, and never fully, 
outright mad. she has such a mild nature that he hardly ever needs to calm her down, if at all. and 
even if he himself is touchy on a variety of topics, it takes a lot for metal bat to actually get mad. so 
dealing with a strong concentration of pure anger is definitely not something he really knows how 
to do. 


he would offer his own solutions, taking a walk, beating up a monster, ripping up a picture of 
amai mask... but he gets the feeling that none of those would work for garou. and the longer it 
takes him to think of something, the worse he feels. he doesn't want garou to be mad. he doesn't 
want garou to feel anything negative. whatever is bothering him, metal bat wishes he could just 
make it disappear. 


could he say something? words of encouragement? advice? an offer to beat somebody up for him? 
it's just no good. everything seems too insincere and metal bat's entirely at a loss. 


after a few more moments of silence, he sighs and moves over to the bed, seating himself beside 
garou. garou doesn't look at him, but metal bat doesn't miss the way he shifts, in order to be closer 
to metal bat. 


what has garou so upset anyway, metal bat wonders. is it something specific? did he get in a fight? 
even if he did, he had to have been pretty successful, considering he came out of it scot-free. did 
he run into someone he didn't want to see? did he start questioning his career choice? 


without thinking about it, metal bat reaches out, his hand beginning to brush through garou's hair. 
it's soft, light to his touch. it feels nice. he continues the motion, almost as if he's petting garou's 
head. 


he only realizes what he's doing when a foreign noise starts up, barely audible even in the quiet 
room. he glances first at his hand, blinking at it in confusion and thinking to himself that he can't 
believe he's touching garou's hair and garou isn't killing him. and then he glances at garou. he's 
surprised to find that garou's expression is much more relaxed now. his eyes are closed and his 
mouth is slightly open. in fact, the noise... it's coming from garou, he realizes. 


it's something akin to a purr, he decides. a low rumble that spreads from his chest and fills the air 
around them with an odd warmth. it's cute, in all honesty. 


garou is like a cat. an overgrown, moody, asshole cat who needs a lot of attention and makes a lot 
of questionable life choices, but metal bat probably can't live without. and he should probably 
never tell garou he had any of those thoughts. 


when he ceases petting garou's head, the purring noise dies off and garou opens his eyes slowly, 
lets out a deep breath. he seems sleepy now, eyelids heavy as he blinks at metal bat. metal bat is 
relieved to see that all traces of anger are gone from his face. he gives half a grin. "ya look like ya 
could use some rest." 


garou sniffs indignantly, but nods and allows metal bat to lead him to the bathroom. they get ready 
for bed quickly. 


once they're settled in metal bat's bed, garou curls up and pulls the blankets over his head. metal 
bat wants to let him just sleep, but now that he's calmed down, he can't help taking the 
opportunity. "garou," he says, watching the rise and fall of the blankets over the lump where 
garou lays. "what gotcha so upset earlier? can ya... can ya tell me?" 


he wonders briefly if garou maybe fell asleep already when he's met by silence. but finally, there's 
a sigh. 


"j hate all heroes..." garou says softly. 
"... even me?" metal bat asks. he shifts and props his head up on his arm. 


garou hesitates for a moment. his head reappears from beneath the blankets, but his expression is 
too hard to read. "... yes, even you," he says, this time barely above a whisper. 


metal bat doesn't know why he smiles. "ya know what, s'ok. i probably hate ya, too." 
"probably?" 


"yeah, i guess. 1 dunno. sometimes ya piss me off a lot but sometimes 1 think i like ya too much for 
my own good." 


garou falls quiet. 


metal bat wonders what's going on in his head, but he's done enough asking questions for the 
night. instead, he pretends to shiver and rolls onto his other side, pulling the blankets up over his 
shoulders. "sure is cold tonight," he says offhandedly. "wouldn't mind havin' some extra 
warmth..." 


"then turn the heat up," garou mutters. 
metal bat glances back at him and pouts. "c'mon, don't be like that..." 


"you're obnoxious..." garou rolls his eyes but it takes only another few seconds until he's moving 
closer to metal bat, his arms coming up to wrap around metal bat's chest as his own chest presses 
up to metal bat's back. 


"ya sure are clingy," metal bat teases, and garou lets out an irritated grunt, tightening his arms 
around metal bat's chest. 


"me? clingy? you were the one who said you were cold," he snaps, his voice muffled slightly 
against the skin of metal bat's neck. "so don't complain." 


metal bat laughs softly, covering garou's hands with his own as he snakes their legs together. 
"who said i was complainin'?" 


that successfully shuts garou up. 


pink: the kiss 


a lazy afternoon. 


garou is sprawled out across the floor, long limbs taking up practically the whole space in front of 
the sofa. his white hair contrasts with the dark color of the rug, and his pale fingers draw patterns 
into the surface. metal bat is on the sofa, supposed to be paying attention to his phone screen, to 
some app that's opened up on it, but he can't take his eyes off garou. 


"if you keep that up," garou says, tone light and playful. "i'm going to poke your eyes out." 
"keep what up?" metal bat asks. he knows perfectly well what, of course. 
garou raises an eyebrow. "now don't play dumb, metal bat." 


metal bat doesn't reply, just watches the way garou's muscles move under his shirt as he pushes 
himself into a seated position. he turns to face metal bat, a smirk pulling on his lips. "look at that. 
head on and you're still staring." 


"an' this is comin' from the guy who used to stalk me," metal bat casually replies. he meets garou's 
gaze, pleased to see a light shade of pink tinting his cheeks. "ya really think ya can talk to me 'bout 
starin’, huh?" 


"that- that was..." garou hesitates. he taps his slender feet against the floor, scratches sheepishly at 
his shoulder. the motions are mesmerizing. "whatever. just forget about it." he stands abruptly, 
coming over and sitting beside metal bat on the sofa, thigh close enough to press against metal 
bat's own. metal bat tries to ignore the sensation. 


his grip on his phone loosens and he looks down at it for a minute. a neon, "game over" lights up 
the screen but he finds he doesn't care. he abandons the device on the floor. 


when he looks back up at garou, he sees that garou is staring at him now, expression hard to read. 
metal bat blinks back at him. "what? s'there somethin' on my face?" 


garou says nothing. metal bat tilts his head expectantly. 


finally, garou reacts, his hand lifting slightly as if he's going to reach out and touch metal bat's 
face. a funny, fluttering sensation fills his stomach. but then garou's hand drops again and instead, 
he picks up metal bat's hand, first tracing the lines of his palm, a tickling sensation spreading 
across metal bat's skin. then, he holds it up to his own hand. "weird..." he says quietly. "our hands 
should be the same size but yours seem much bigger." 


metal bat stretches his palm and his fingers out until his hand covers the expanse of garou's. he's 
right; despite the length of their hands being similar, metal bat's hand is wider, thicker. garou's 
hands appear delicate, thin, even frail in comparison. metal bat knows the true power those hands 
contain, he's seen it up close and personal, but looking at them like this, feeling the smooth, soft 
skin against his fingertips makes metal bat feel like he wants to protect garou. 


"j like yer hands," he says, closing his fingers around the back of garou's hand. "they suit ya." 


"what's that supposed to mean?" garou asks, narrowing his eyes. he gives metal bat a pointed, 
questioning look, his cheeks starting to go pink again, and metal bat just returns a smile and a 
shrug. 


"dunno." 


this time, when garou raises his hand, metal bat half expects garou to punch him. he almost 
flinches. 


but garou doesn't. he's slow, takes his time until he reaches metal bat's face. he first brushes his 
fingers against metal bat's cheeks, along his jaw. his touch is feathery light, uncertain. metal bat 
quirks an eyebrow at him and the fluttery feeling spreads from his stomach into his chest. garou 
refuses to meet his eyes. he continues, his fingertips tracing the bridge of his nose and downward, 
finally finding his lips. 


he presses his thumb against metal bat's upper lip, soft and then a little harder. metal bat holds his 
breath. even more slowly, garou leans in. 


he pauses for only an instant, just centimeters from metal bat's mouth, swallows hard, and then he 
closes the distance. 


it's experimental at first, slow and nervous. metal bat thinks this is probably a first for the both of 
them as they adjust to the sensation of their lips together, molding to fit against each other, noses 
bumping a few times before they find an angle that's just right. it's new and exciting, and metal bat 
can't help smiling into garou's mouth. 


once they've gotten more used to it, they go a little further. garou bites down lightly on metal bat's 
bottom lip and metal bat sighs, tongue flitting out to brush against garou's teeth. instinctively, metal 
bat brings his arms up to wrap around garou's chest, hands coming to rest on his shoulder blades, 
and garou immediately melts into him. 


the more they kiss, the more metal bat enjoys it. he's pleasantly warm all over. his entire body is 
tingling, urging him to get closer to garou, and all he can see, all he can feel is garou. 


garou's hands are on his hips, sharp nails digging into the skin just under his shirt and above the 
waistband of his pants. the sensation makes his mind go fuzzy, and a quiet noise in the back of his 
throat is muffled against garou's lips. 


the kiss feels good- no, more than good. it feels amazing. metal bat realizes he's always wanted 
this. 


he wonders if garou has, too. 
when they finally part, garou rests his forehead against metal bat's, eyes closed and face flushed. 
metal bat just stares. 


he's filled wih fascination. ever since they first met, he's seen so many sides of garou. a cocky hero 
hunter; a strong martial artist; a talented musician; a moody feline; a person who's flustered in 
close proximity, good with kids, and looks out for those he cares about. that's only just scratching 
the surface. 


and now, the garou before him has swollen lips and rosy cheeks, his limbs tangled up with metal 
bat's on the sofa. he's beautiful like this, absolutely gorgeous. metal bat lifts one of his hands to 

thread his fingers in the back of garou's hair. this side of garou has him certain that there's no one 
else in the world that could make him feel this way. without a doubt, metal bat has fallen for him. 


metal bat's life before now wasn't boring, it never has been. 


but he feels like it was simply a black and white canvas- dull and lacking. one that, when met with 


the introduction of garou, had instantly sprung to life with color. garou paints his different colors 
into metal bat's life, spreads vibrant hues into even the darkest of corners with each new face and 
emotion he shows to metal bat, and while everything has changed, metal bat doesn't want it to 
ever go back to the way it was. 


everything is better in color. 


"know what?" he says, unsurprised at how winded his voice sounds. "ya really take my breath 
away." he laughs when garou snorts at his word choice. 


"you're such a dumbass," he says. but his tone is so full of affection that metal bat can't help 
pecking his lips again. 


"j mean it." 
garou sighs, his breath hot against metal bat's face. "1 know." 


they sit quietly for a few moments, just wrapped up in each other. metal bat doesn't once take his 
eyes off garou. his face is so peaceful, metal bat might even say happy. it's nice. he realizes there's 
something he wants to say but he doesn't know how. 


he tries anyway. 


"j... that is... this place. this house. my house," he says. "i want ya to know, garou. this is yer home 
too, ok? no matter what happens... ya can always come back here. me an' zenko will always 
welcome ya with open arms." 


"always, huh?" garou mutters. "that's an awful long time." he sighs again, and when he opens his 
eyes to meet metal bat's gaze, there's an overwhelming amount of gratitude in them. "... thank 
you," he says. 


metal bat smiles. 


yeah, always seems about right. 
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